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THE REPLY OF THE MESSENGER BIRD. 


POETRY BY 


EDWARD YOUNG Esq.-- music by miss AUGUSTA BROWNE. 
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cloud-less sky, They are there in the light of a cloud-_ less sky, And their all of grief is 
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They sit on the banks where the bright flowers gleam 
And they dream not of toil or pain; 

For they’ve drank of the fount with the golden stream; 
They have drank _ and are young again. 

And they bade me speed with my glittering wing, 

From the realm of the nightless day, 

To the dim old groves where they loved to sing, 

And thus to the mourning say: 
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We tune our harps by the bright blue streams, 

That lave on a gem-clad shore; 

And our lives are as sweet as an infant’s dreams, 

And we sigli not, nor weep we more. 

We watch ye friends, when the night-winds breath 
■' Lies hushed over moor and hill; 

For love extends past the bourne of death — 

We have loved, and we love ye still. 
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We are there unseen, by the home fire’s blaze, 

As our tales ye repeat again, 

When ye sing the song of other days— 

We are there, and we bleiss ye then. 

And we hover o’er whim the hour of prayer 

Comes on, at the close of even- 

Midst the hallowed family band, we’re there, 

Ancii.we bear those prayers to heaven. 
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